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MoreventuroilSjOrdcfperate then this. 

Baft. I thinks this Talhot be a Fiend of Hell. 

Reig. If not of Hell, theHeaucns furcfauour him. 
ailanf. Here conimcth Charles ,I maruell how he fped? 
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: Guard. 


Enter Charles and foane. 

Haft. Tut, holy loane was his defenfiue \ 

Chari. Is this thy cunning,thou dcccitfull Dame? 
Didft thou at flatter vs withall. 

Make vs partakers of a little gayne, 

That now oiirlofle might be ten times fo much? 

loaw. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
At all times will you hauc my Power alike? 

Sleeping or waking,mull I Rill preuayle, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 

Icnprouidcnt Souldiors,had your Watch been good. 
This fudden Mifchicfe neucr could hauc falnc. 

Chari. Duke of Alanfon,this was your defaulc, 

That being Captaine of the Watch to Night, 

Did looke no better to that vveightie Charge. 

j 4 lanf i Had all your Quarters been as fafely kept. 

As that whereof I had the gotiernment, 
Wehaditotbecne thus (hamefully furpriz’J. 

Baft. Mine was fccure. 

Reig. Andfo was mine, my Lord. 

Chari. And for my fc!fe,moft part of all this Night 
Within her Quartcr,and mine ovvnc Precind, 

I was imploy’d in pafling to and fro. 

About relicuingof the Ccntincls. 

Then how,or which way,fliould they firfl breake in { 
loane. Qyeflion(my Lords) no further of the,cafe. 
How or which wav; ’tis fure they found fome place, 

But weakely guarded, where the breach was made: 

And now there refls no other fhife but this, 

To gather our Souldiors, fcatter’d and difperc t, 

I And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them. 

Exeunt. 

I Alarum. Ente) a Souldierprying, a Talbot, a Talbot: 
thejftye,Ua;ungtheir Clothes behind. 

Sonld . lie be fo bold to take what they haue left: 

The Cry of Talbot femes.me for a Sword, 

Fori hauc loadcn me with many Spoylcs, 

Vfing no other Weapon but his Name. ExitJ 

£-iter Talbot y Bedford, Bur am die. 

Bedft The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whofepitchy Mantle ouer-vayfd the Earth. 

Here found Retreat,and ccafe our hot purfuit# Retreat . 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 

And here aduance it in the Market-Place^ 

The middle Centura of this curfed Towne. 

Now hauc f pay’d my Vow yntohis Soule: 

For cuery drop of blood vvas drawne from him. 

There hath at leafl fiue Frenchmen dyed to night. 

And that hereafter Ages may behold 
What ruinc happened in reuenge of him, 

Within chefr chicfefl Temple He crcdt 
A Tombc,wherein his Corps fhal! be interr’d: 

Vpon the whi^h,that euery one may reade, 

Shall be engrau'd the fackc of Oileance, 

The crecherous manner of his cnourncfyll death. 

And what a terror he had beetle to France, 

But Lord3,ui?all our bloudy Maflacre, 

I mufe vve met not with the Dolphins Grace, 


His new-come Champion.venuous loans of,"- J 
Nor any of his falfc Confederates. Acre . 

r Bedf.’T\s thought Lord Talbot,when thrfi i 
Rows’d on the hidden from their drowfie r S“ £1 
They did amongft the troupes of armed 
Lcape o’re the Walls for refuge in the field ' 

Burg. Myfclfe,asfarreasIcouIdw c lldif, 
Forfmoakc.and duskie vapours of the night 
Am fure 1 fear’d thcDolphin and his Trull ’ 

VVhcn Armc in Arme they both came fwif t ! v 
Like co a payre oflouing Turtle-Doues, ytUnn ' n g. 
That could not liueafunderdayornioht > 

After that things are fet in order here^ 

Wee’lc follow them with all the power we h auc 

Enter a CMefenger. 

MefM\ hayle,my Lord*:which ofthisPrm i 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his Afts 
So much applauded through thcRealmcofFranr. > 
Tab. Here is the Talbot,who would fpeak »i,M • 
Mefi Thevertuous Lady^ountefleJfOn er h 
With modeftic admiring thy Rcnowne ^ ne> 

By me entreats (great Lord) thou would’ft voucher 
To vifrt her poorc Cafile where Re lyes, " e 
That (lie may boaft flic hath beheld the man 
Whofe glory fills the World with lowd report' 

Burg. Is it euen fo ? Nay .then I f ec our Wanes 
W ill turne smto a peacefull Cornicle fport. 

When Ladyes crauc to be cncountrcd with. 

You may not (my l ord) defpife her gentle fiiit 

Talb. Ne’rctruft me then: for whena Worldofme 

Could not preuayle with all their Oratorie, 

Yet hath a Womans kindnefle ouer-rul’d: * 

And therefore tell her,I returne great thankes 
And in fubmiffion will 3ttend on her. 

Will not your Honors bcarc me company? 

Bedf. No,truly,’tis more then manners will: 

And I hauc heard it fayd,Vnbidden Gucfls 
Are often wdcommeft when they arc gone. 

Talb. Well then,alone (lince there’s no rcmcdic) 

I nicane to prone this Ladyes courtcfic. 

Come hither Captaine, you percciuc my minde, 

lybijptrs. 

C.ipt. I doc my Lord, and meane accordingly. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Countcfe . 

fount . Portcr,rcmeiTiber what I gaue in charge, 

And when you haue done fo,bring the Keyes tonic. 
Port. Madame,I will. Exit. 

Count, The Plot is layd, if all things fall out right, 

I (hall as famous be by this exploit. 

As Scythian Tomyru by Cyrus death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knight, 

And his atchieuements of no lefle account: 

Faine would mine eyes be witnefle with mine cares. 

To giuc their cenfure of thefe rare reports. 

Enter Afejfengcr and Talbot, 

Mejf. Madamc,according as your Ladyfhip defir’d, 

By MefTage crau’d, fo is Lord Talbot come. 

fount. And he is welcome: what? is this the man < 
Mcff. Madame, it is. 

Count. Is this the Scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot fo much fear’d abroad ? 

That with his Name the Mothers (till their Babes? 

I fee Report is fabulous and falfe.- 


^r^Tfliould haue feene fome Hercules, 
Ith0Ug Srfor his grim afpeft. 
A^fproportion of his ftrongknit Limbes. 

^ i iia Child, a filly D warfe : 

^ aS,t be this weake and writhled (hrimpe 
11 cal 5 'ftrike fuch terror to his Enemies. 

Sil r A Madame, I hauc beetle bold to trouble you: 
ajfince your Ladyfhip is not at leyfure, 

J^fort fome other time to vifit you. 


Court- 


VVhatmeancs he now ? 


rnt 3S ke him,whither he goes? 

° heir. Seay my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craues, 
Tn know the caufe of your abrupt departure ? 

rt/b Marry,for that fiiee s in a wrong beleefc, 
toLto’ecrtifie her Talbot's bere._ 

1 v Enter Porter with Keyes . 

Co^t. If thou be he,then arc thou Prifoner. 

Prifoner? tow-horn ? 

C 9fintt To me,blood-thirftie Lord: 

And for that caufe I trayn’d thee ro my Houfe. 
i ona t i m e thy fhadow hath been thrall to me, 

For iii my Gallery thy Pitfure hangs : 

Bat now the fubflance fhall endure the like, 

Audi will chayne thefe Legges and Armesof thine. 
That haft by Tyrannie thefe many yeeres 
Wafted our Countrey,flainc our Citizens, 

And fent our Sonnes and Husbands captiuatc. 
fj. Ha,ha,ha. 

Count, Laughed thou Wretch ? 

Thy mirth (hall turne to moanc* 
jifc I laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond, 

To thinke,that you hauc ought but Talbots fhadow, 
Whereon co praflife your feueritie. 

fount. Why i art not thou the man i 
* 74/f. Iamindecde. 

Count. Then haue I fubflance too. 
fS, No,no, I am but fliadow of my lelfe: 
Youaredeceiu’d, my fubflance is not here ; 

Forwhat you fee 3 is buc the fmalleft part, 

And leaft proportion of Humanicie: 

I tell you Madarae,were the whole Frame here, 

It is of fuch a fpacious loftie pitch, 

Your Roofe were not fufficient to contayn’r. 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant forchenonce. 
He will be here,and yet he is not here : 

How can thefe contrarieties agree ? 

Tdb. That will I fhew you prcfently. 

Winds his Horne $ Drummesftribe vp,a Fealc 
of Or denance '.Enter Souldiors . 

How fay you Madame ? are you now perfwaded. 

That Talbot is but fhadow of himfclfe ? 

Thefcarchis fubflance,fincwcs,armes,and ftrength. 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Ncckes, 
Raxeth your Citics,and fubuerts your Townes, 

And in a moment makes them defolate. 

Count, Victorious Talbot ,pardon my abufe', 
Ifindethou art no lefle then Fame hath bruited. 

And more then maybegathered by thyfhapfe. 

Let my preemption not prouoke thyWrath, 

For i am forry, that with reuerence 
1 did not entertaine thecas thou art. 

Benotdifmay’d,faireLady,normifeonfier 
Fhe minde of Talbot , as you did miftake 
The outward compofition of his body. 

\hat you haue done,hath not offended rue : 
horotherfatisfa&iondoel craue. 
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But onely with your patienccjthac we may 
Tafte of your Wihe,and fee what Cates you haue. 

For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes leruc them well. 

Count. With all my heart, and thinke me honored. 
To feaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. - Exeunt , 

Snter'Rlcb.urd Plantagenet, Warwick,, Somerfet, 

Poole, and others. 

Torke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, _ 

What mcancs this filence ? 

Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth •? 

Suf. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd. 

The Garden here is more conuenient. 

Torkj Then fay at once,if I maintain’d the Ti uth; 

Or clfe was wrangling Somerfet in th’error? 

Suf. Faith I haue becnc a Truant in the Law, 

And neuer yet could frame my will ro it. 

And therefore frame the Law vnto my will. 

Sow. Iudgeyou, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
tweenevs. 

^..r. Bet ween two Hawks,which flyes the higherpircH, 
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth. 
Between two Blades,which bearcs the better temper. 
Between two Horfes,which doth beare him beft, 
Between two Girles, which hath the merryeft eye, 

I haue perhaps fome (hallow lpirit of Iudgement: 

But in thefe nice fharpe Quillets of the Law, 

Good faith I am no wifer then a Daw. 

Torkj Tut,tut,here is a mannerly forbearance; 

The truth appeares fo naked on my fide, 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Sent. And on my fide it is fo well apparrell’d. 

So deare,fo (hining,and fo cuident. 

That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 

York, Since you are tongue-ty’d,and fo loth to Ipeake, 
In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts: 

Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, • 

And (lands vpon the honor of his birth. 

If he fuppofe that I haue pleaded truth. 

From off this Brycr pluck a white Rofe with me. 

Sow. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 

But dare maintaine the panic of the truth. 

Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me. 

IVar. I loue no Colours: and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating flattevie, 

I pluck this white Reft with T/axtageuet. 

Suf. I pluck this red Rofe,with young Somerfet, 

And lay witball,I thinke he held the right. 

Vernon. Stay Lords anuGentlemen,and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he vpon whofe fide 
The feweft Rofes are cropt from theTree, 

Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good Mafter Vernonyt is well obie^ed j 
If I hauefew,|ft,I fubferibe in filence. 

TVr^. And I. 

Vtrnon. Then for the truth,and plainneffe of the Cafe, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloflome here, 

Giuingmy Verdi£f on the white Rofe fide. 

Sow. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 

Leaft bleeding,you doc paint the white Rofe red. 

And fall on my fide foagainftyour will. •* 

Vrrnon. If I,ray Lord,for my opinioivblecdj 
Opinion (hall be Surgeon to my hurt, "i -» 

And keepe me on the fide where (till I am) 

Sons. \Vell,well,come on,who elfe ? ' •* Redd 
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